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On braes when we please, then,

We'll sit and sowth a tune;
Syne rhyme till't, we'll time tllFt

And sing't when we hae done*

V.

It's no in titles nor In rank;

It's no In wealth like Lon'on bank,

To purchase peace and rest;
It's no In making muckle mair:

It's no in books; Its no in Iear5

To make us truly blest:
If happiness hae not her seat

And centre in the breast,
We may be wise, or rich, or great?
But never can be blest:

Nae treasures, nor pleasures.

Could make us happy lang ;
The heart ay's the part ay,
That makes us right or wrang*

VI.

Think ye, that sic as you and I,

Wha drudge and drive thro' wet an' dry,

Wi' never-ceasing toil;
Think ye, are we less blest than they9
Wha scarcely tent us In their way.

As hardly worth their while ?

Alas!